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more took possession of him. It lasted a long time,
and became dreadful.

Above some oats in a py-path appeared a felt hat:
it was that of M. Vaucorfeil on his mare.

Bouvard and Marcel called out to him.

The crisis was drawing to an end when the phy-
sician arrived. In order to examine Pecuchet he lifted
his cap, and perceiving a forehead covered with cop-
pery marks:

"Ha! ha! Fructus belli! Those are love-spots,
my fine fellow! Take care of yourself. The deuce!
let us not trifle with love."

P6cuchet, ashamed, again put on his cap, a sort
of head-piece that swelled over a peak shaped like a
half-moon, the model of which he had taken from
the Atlas of Amoros.

The doctor's words astounded him. .He kept
thinking of them with his eyes staring before him,
and suddenly had another seizure.

Vaucorbeil watched him, then, with a fillip,
knocked off his cap.

Pecuchet recovered his faculties.

"I suspected as much," said the physician; "the
glazed peak hypnotises you like a mirror; and this
phenomenon is not rare with persons who look at a
shining substance too attentively."

He pointed out how the experiment might be
made on hens, then mounted his nag, and slowly
disappeared from their view.

Half a league further on they noticed, in a farm-
yard, a pyramidal object stretched out towards the
horizon. It might have been compared to an enor-
mous bunch of black grapes marked here and there
with red dots. It was, in fact, a long pole, garnished,